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ADVERTISEMENT. 


IT is humtly hoped, that in this Edition of Macbeth 
the omiſſion of tꝛvo or three ſhort Paſſages, and the Intro- 
duction of a few Lines written by Mr. Garrick, will 
meet the ſame allowance with which the Public has re- 
ceived Sir William Davenant's Additions to this ſublime 
Tragedy. ke eg, 


Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, 
April, 21ſt. 1794. J. P. KEMBLE, 


I nd. eee ——— * 
0 5” 4 
" 


rae. 
4x 


Gee CCNEIES 


Perſons Repreſented, 
Dunean, King of Scotland, - Mr. BENSLEv, 
Malcolm, — — Mr. C. K EMBL E, 
Donalbai n, - Maſter DE Came, 
Macbeth, - Mr. KEMBLER, 
Banquo, — - Mr. W ROUGHTON, 7 
Macduff, - Mr. PALMER, 
Lenox, — — Mr. WHITTIET D, 
„„ Mr. BARRYMORE, 
Fleance, — - Maſter GREG8ON, 
Siward, — — Mr. AlcklIx, 
Seyton, - Mr. BENSON, 
Phyſician, — - Mr. PackkR, 
Officer, — — Mr. BANK s, 
Serjeant, — — Mr. CAuLFIELD, 
1 Mur derer. Mr. PHILLIMORE, 
2 Murderer, 5 Mr. WEBB, 
Armed Head, . Mr. Jones, 


Bloody Child, <- . Maſter HARLOWE. 


Crowned Child, >> Maſter CHATTERLEY, 
EE AppafFte (Fo Kings. 

Lady Macbeth, / Mrs. Sinpoxs, 

Gentlewoman, 8 Miſs TipswELL, 


Lords, Ladies, Soldiers, Attendants. 


WITCHES, 
Heeate, AL AAS IN = Mr. BANNISTER, y 
1 Witch, 8 — Mr. Moopy. 
2 Witch, — — Mr. Dopp, 


3 Witch, — — : Mr. SUETT, 


. CHORUS OF WITCHES. 


Mrs. Bland, Miſs De Cam , Mrs, Bramwell, Mrs. Butler, 
Miſs Chatterley, Miſs Arne, Miſs Redhead, &c. 


Mr. Kelly, Mr. Suett, Mr. Sedgwick, Mr. Dignum, Mr. Cooke, 
Mr. Boyce, Mr. Welſh, Mr. Danby, Mr. Hobler, 
Mr. Brown, Mr Aylmer, Mr. Tett, 
Mr. Briggs, Mr. Willoughby, &c. 


| | SPIRITS, / | 
Mrs, Crouch, Miſs Leak, and Maſter Welſh, 
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A I. Fe EVE I 
Tu Oren CounTsy. 


Thunder and Lightning. 


| Enter three Witches. 
I Fuck I ſhall we three meet again 


In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
2 Mitch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
When the battle's loſt and won. 
3 Witch. That will be ere ſet of ſun. 
| Witch, Where the place? 
Witch. Upon the heath. 
Witch. There to meet with— 
Witch, Whom? © 
Witch. Macbeth, 
Witch. I come, Graymalkin. 
Fitch Paddock calls. 
Witch. Anon. 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 


| 


0 HD 


Hover through the fog and filthy air. 


Ss Thunder & Lightning. Excunt 
SCENE ZI. 


THE PALACE AT FORES. 


Flouriſh of Trumpets. Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, 
Donalbain, Lenox, Roſſe, with Attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Serjeant, | 

King. What bloody man is that? He can report, 

As ſeemeth by his alight, of the revolt * 


Mal. 
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6 " MACBETHE, © 


Mal. This is the ſerjeant, | | » 
Who like a good and — ſoldier fought 
*Gaitift my captivity : Hail, brave friend! | 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou did'ſt leave it. = 

Serj. Doubtfully it ſtoed; 
As two ſpent ſwimmers that do cling together, 
And choke their art. The mercileſs Macdonwald 
From the weſtern iſles - © | 
Of Kernes and Gallow-glaſſes is ſupplied ; 


And fortune, on his damned quarrel ſmiling, 


Shew'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too weak : 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deſerves that name) 
Difdaining fortune, with his brandiſh'd ſteel, 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody exęcution, 
Like valour's minion, | | 
Carved out his paſſage, till he fac'd the flave: 
And ne'er ſhook hands, nor bid farewel to him, 
"Till he unſeam'd him from the nave to the chops, + 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

King. Oh, valiant couſin! worthy gentleman ! 
Serj, Mark, king of Scotland, I | 
No ſooner juſtice had, with valout arm'd, 
Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes to truſt their heels; 
But the Norweyan lord, ſurveying vantage, 


With furbiſh'd arms, and new ſupplies of men, 
- Began a freſh aſſault. | 


King. Diſmay'd not this | 
Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ? 
Serj. Yes: | f 
As ſparrows, eagles; or the hare, the lion.— 
But I am faint, my gaſhes cry for hel. 
King. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds; 
They {mack of honour both :—Go, get him ſurgeons. 
Exeunt Serjeant and an attendant. 
Who comes here? | 
Mal. The worthy thane of Fife. 
Len. What a haſte looks through his eyes! 
1 2 ; Enter Macduff. 
Macd. God ſave the King! | 
King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy thane ? 
Macd. From Fife, great king, 
Where the Norweyan — Nos the sky, 
And fan our people cold. e | 
: i Norway 


Norway himſelf, with terrible numbers , 
Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor, gan a diſmal conflict: 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof, 
Confronted him with ſelf compariſons, 
Point againſt point rebellious, arm gainſt arm, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit : and, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us;-—— | 
King. Great happineſs ! 

Macd. That now 

Sweno, the Norway's king craves compoſition; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he diſburſed, at St. Colmes? Inch, 

Ten thouſand dollars to our general uſe. 

King. No more that thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our boſom intereſt—Co, pronounce his preſent death, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. : 

Macd. T'll ſee it done. | 3 


King. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth has won. 
| Flouriſh, Exeunt, 


.. 
1 
2 * * r 


SC AN » 
| A HEATH. © 
Thunder and Lightning: 
Enter the three Witches, 


1. Witch, Where haſt thou been, ſiſter ? 
2. Mitch. Killing ſwine. 
g. Witch. Siſter, where thou? 
1. Mitch. A ſailor's wife had cheſnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht ; Give me, 
| quoth I. 
Aroint thee, Witch ! the rùmp-fed ronyon cries. 
Her huſband's to Aleppo gone, maſter o' the Tyger : 
But in a ſieve I'll thither fail. . | 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do,— 

2. Witch. Lil give thee a wind. 

1, Hitch. Thou art kind. 

3. Witch. And | another. . 
I. Witch I myſelf have all the other; 
And the very ports they blow, Wy. 


Al 


— 


OT 
— 
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All the quarters that they know 

T the ſhipman's card. 

I will drain him dry as hay: . _ 
Sleep ſhall, neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid, 

He ſhall live a man forbid: - 
Weary ſeven-nights, nine times nine, 


Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 


Though his bark cannot be loſt, 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt-toſt. 
Look what I have. 
2. Witch. Shew me, ſhew me. 
1. Mitch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 


Wreck'd, as homeward he did come. Drum within. 


g. Witch. A drum, a drum; 
Macbeth doth come. | | 
All. The weird ſiſters, hand in hand. 


Poſters of the ſea and land, 


Thus do go about, about. 
2. Milch. Thrice to thine. 
Milch. And thrice to mine. 
1. Mitch. And thrice again. 
All. To make up nine, 


1. Hitch. Peace! the charm 8 wound up. | 
A MaRrcun. | 
Enter Macbeth, Banquo and the Army. 


- Mac. Command they make a halt upon the heath: 

| Within.—Halt, Halt. 

So foul and fair a day I have not ſeen. | 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Fores ?—W hat are theſe 

So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire; 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 

And yet are on't? Live you? or are you aught | 

That man may queſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand me, 

By each at once her choppy finger laying p 

Upon her ſkinny lips :—You ſhould be women, 

And yet-your beards forbid me to interpret 


That you are ſo. | 


Mac. Speak, if you can;—what are you? | 

1. Hitch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 
Glamis! 75 „ 

a. Witch. All hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, thane of 

. Cawdor! | 3. Witch, 


$ mach. All hail, Macbeth! that ſhalt be king. 


hereafter. - | 


Ban. Good Sir, why do you ſtart; and ſeem to fear 


Things that do ſound ſo fair? I' the name of truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or that indeed. 4; 
Which outwardly ye ſhew? My noble partner 
You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, : 
That he ſeems rapt withal ; to me you ſpeak not: 


If you can look into the ſeeds of time, _ 
And fay, which grain will grow, and which will not ; 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, | 
our favours, nor your hate. 
x Witch. Hail! | 
2 Hitch. Hail! 
3 Witch. 7 : „ 
1 Hitch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
3 Hitch. Thou ſhalt get kings, though thou be none: 
All. So, all hail, Macbeth, and Banquo ! | 
Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail! _ ' _. 
Mac. Stay; you imperfe& ſpeakers, tell me more. 
By Sinel's death, I know, I am thane of Glaimis; _ 


* 


But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 


A proſperous gentleman; and to be king 

Stands not within the proſpect of belief, 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why 


Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 
i 


th ſuch prophetick greeting ?—Speak, I charge you. 
| | Exeunt Witches, 


Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 


> 


And theſe are of them :——whither are they vaniſh'd? 


Mac. Into the air; and what ſeem'd corporal melted, 


Ass breath, into the wind Would they had ſtaid ! 


Ban. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane rape” 


That takes the reaſon priſoner ? 


| 


 » Mac. Your children ſhall be kings. 


Ban. You ſhall be king. e 
Mac. And thane of Cawdor too; went it not ſo? _ 
Ban. To the ſelf-ſame tune, and words, Who's here? 


" ES MACBETH. 


| Enter Macduff and — 


" Aa The kin ng hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy ſucceſs; and when he reads 
Thy perſonal venture in the rebel's fight, 0 
His wonders and his praĩiſes do contend, 
Which ſhould be thine, or his: Silenc'd with that, 
In viewing or the reſt o' the ſelf-ſame day, 
He finds ; in the ſtout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afear'd of what thyſelf didſt make, 
— images of death. As thick as tale, 
__ poſt with poſt ; andevery one did bear 
any praiſes in his kingdom 8 1 defence, 
pour'd them down before him | 
. We are ſent, 
To give thee, from our royal maſter, thanks; : 
Only to herald thee into his ſight, 
Not pay thee. Sh 
Macd. And, for an camel of a greater honour, 
He bade me, Gm him, call thee thane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, hail, moſt worthy thane * 
For it is thine. 
Ban. What, can the devil ſpeak true? | 
Mac. The thane of Cawdor lives: Why do you 
b dreſs me = 
In borrow'd robes? _ 
Macd. Who was the thane, lives yet; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe ; 
For treaſons capital, confeſs'd, and prov'd, 
Have overthrown him. : 
Mac. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor: 
The greateſt is behind Thanks for your pains. 
Do you not hope your children ſhall be kings . 
When thoſe that gave the thane of Cawdor to o mes Shs 
Promis'd no leſs to them? 5 
Ban. That, truſted home, Res 
Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Beſides the thane of Cawdor. ' But tis ſtrange ; | 
-And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
-- The inſtruments of darkneſs tell us truths ; 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to W us 
In _ Ph, TEaoaTn 


0 * a 


Couſins, 


MACBETH. 0 42 


Couſins, a word I pray you. 
Mac. Two truths are told, 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the imperial theme. I thank you, gentlemen, 
This ſupernatural ſoliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be Good —If ill, 
Why hath it given me earneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor; 
If good, why dol yield to that ſuggeſtion 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs, 
Againſt the uſe of nature? preſent fears ; 
Are leſs than horrible imaginings: 
My thought, whoſe 7 urder yet is but 1 
Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of man, that function 
Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe ; and nothing is, 
But what is not. | 
Ban. Looks how our partner? $ rapt. 
Mac. If chance will have me king, wy chance may 
crown me, | 
Without my ſtir. | 
Ban. New honours come upon him, | 
Like our ſtrange garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of uſe. | 
Mac. Come what come may; 
Time and the hour runs through the rougheſt FR 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Mac. Give me your favour : —my dull brain was 
wrought | 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiſter'd where every day I tutn 
The leaf to read them. Let ns toward the king. 
Think upon what hath chanc'd; and, at more tune, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us TR 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 


Mac. Till then, enough. en flaws, 
| A Mar ch. Exeune, 4 


8 „„ denn 


E _:.. 
' SCENE N 
Tar Paraer ar FORrs. 


Huis. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Rofſe, 


King. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 
Thoſe in commiſſion yer returned ? f 
Mal. My liege, £7 | 
They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke 
With one that ſaw him die ; who did report, 
That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons; 
Implor'd your highneſs' pardon ; and ſet forth 
A deep repentance: nothing in his life ; 
Became him, like the leaving it; he dy'd 
As one that hath been ſtudied, in his death 
To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 


As *twere a careleſs trifle, 

King. There's no art, Fo | 

To find the mind's conſtruQion in the face: 

He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An abſolute truſt. — „ 


Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Macduff, and Lenox. 


O worthieſt couſin! | 
The fin of my ingratitude even now _ 
Was heavy on me : thou art fo far before, 
That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is fow 
To overtake thee.” Would thou hadſt leſs deſerv'd; _ 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine ! only I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due than more than all can pax. 
Mac. The ſervice and the loyalty I owe, 3 
In doing it, pays itſelf. Your highneſs part 3 
I to receive our duties: and our duties | | 
Are to your throne, and tate, children, and fervants ; 
| Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 
Safe towards your love and honour. IO | 
King. Welcome hither; _.. ER. 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour ©  _ 
Jo make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, T . b 


5 


tr hat haſt no leſs Jefere'd, nor 3 be 8 
No leſs to have done ſo, let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 
Ban. There if I grow, 
The harveſt is your ow] n. 
King. My plenteous joys, | 
ee in 3 ek ea hide themſelves | 
In drops of ſorrow. —Sons, kinſmen, thanes, 
And you whoſe places are the neareft, know 
We will eſtabliſh our eſtate upon 
Our eldeſt, Malcolm; whom we name hereafter, 
The prince of Cumberland : which honour muſt 
eg unaccompanied, inveſt him only, 
But ſigns of nobleneſs, like ſtars ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers.—From hence to Inverneſs, : 
And bind us farther. to you. : 
Mac. The reſt is labour, which is not 4 for r yow 3 2 
Il be myſelf the harbinger, and make joyful | 
The prong of my wife with your approach; 
So, humb 0. take my leave. 
King. My worthy Cawdor ! 
Mac. The prince of Cumberland !—That is a ler, 
On which I muſt fall down, or elſe o'er leap, 
For in my way it lies. Stars hide your fires ! 
Let not light ſee my black and deep deſires : 
The eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee. 


King. True, worthy Banquo; he is full ſo valiant; 
And in his commendations I am fed; 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome: 
> 1 is a h kinſman. HVluouri iſh. Even, 


SCENE 5, 


A Room IN Macnern' S CASTLE, AT bereaurss, 


Enter Lady Macbeth, , reading a Letter. : 


* ee hey met me in the day of ſucceſs; and 7 | 
* id rey! 


Exit Macbeth, 85 


TY 


* ACE. 


. them than mortal knowledge. When I burn'd in defire 
io que ſtion them further, they made themſelves—air, 
auto which they vaniſhed. Whiles I flood rapt in the 
wonder of it, came miſſives from the king, who all- 

Hail d me, Thane of Cawdor ; by which title before, 

_ thefe weird fifters ſaluted me, and referr'd me to- the 
coming on of time, with, Hail, king that ſhalt be! 
This have I thought good to deliver thee, my deareſt 

. partner of greatneſs ; that thou might'ft not loſe the 
. dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatneſs 
is promis'd thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell. 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and. fhalt be 
What thou art promis d: Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindneſs 
To catch the neareſt way: thou would'|t be great; 
Art not without ambition; but without | of 
The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou would'ſt highly, 
That would'ſ thou holily; would'ſt not play falſe, | 
And yet would'ſt wrongly win: thou'dſt have, great 
Glamis Og © 
That which cries, Thus thou muſt do, if thou have me; 
And that which rather thou do'ſt fear to do, 
Than wiſheſt ſhould be undone: Hie thee hither, 
That I may pout my ſpirits in thine ea; 
And chaſtife with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from tlie golden round, 

Which fate and metaphyſical aid doth ſeem 

To have thee crown'd withal.— _ . | 


* 


What is your tidiigs?  _ 755 
Sey. The king comes here to- night. . 
Tady. Thou'rt mad to iy oe 15 

It not thy maſter with him? who, wer t ſo, 
Would have inform'd for 5 . : 
Sey. So pleaſe you, it is true; our thane is coming 
One ot ee had the ſpeed of him; 5 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 5 
5 Lad), Give him tending, 


EDS hol od 24G is” om. 


He brings great news. Exit SeytoBs 4 
'The en n is hoarſe, | . 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 85 
Under my battlements. Come, you ſpirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 

And fill me from the crown to the toe, top full 
Of direſt cruelty ! make thick my blood, 

Stop up the acceſs and paſſage to remorſe; 

That no compunctious viſitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it! Come to my woman's breaſts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murd'ring miniſters, 
Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances 
You wait on nature's miſchief !' Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoke of hell ; ; | 
That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, Hold, Hold bk 


Enter Macbeth. 


Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor! _ 
Greater than both, by the alk-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ignorant preſent, and I feel now 
The future in the inſtant. | 
Mac, My deareſt love, | 
Duncan comes here to-night 
Lady. And when goes hence? 
Mac. To- morrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. O, never : | 
Shall ſun that morrow ſee ; 
Your face, my thane, is as a'book, where men 
May read ſtrange matters: To beguile the time, 
Look like the time; bear welcome in your eye, 
| Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under it. He that's coming 
Muſt be provided for: and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my diſpatch ; 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 
Mac. We will ſpeak further, . | 75 


To 


| Lady. Only look up clear; 
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| Fo alter favour ever is to fear; 5 . f 
Leave all the reſt to me. ra | 


—— 


SCENE V. 


Fux Garz OF Macszrn's CASTLE, AT InveRNEsS, 1 
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Hui 2. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Had 
| Rolle, Lenox, Macduff, and Attendants 


Ks ng. This caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat: the air 
N inab and ſweetly recommends itſelf 

into our gentle ſenſes. 

Ban. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple haunting martlet, does aporove, 
7 his lov'd manſionry, that the heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here: no jutty, frieze, buttreſs, 
Nor coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made 
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle: Where they 
Moſt breed and haunt, I hayFobſery! d, the Wc 


Is deli icate. 


Enter Font Macbeth, Son and Attendants... . 


= ON See, ſee ! our honout'd hoſteſs !— 
'Fhe love that follows us, fometime is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhall bid heaven yield us for your Ps 8 
And thank us for your trouble. . | : 


Lady. All our ſervice „ 
In every point twice done, and chen done double, 


Were poor and ſingle buſineſs, to contend EH I 
Againſt tk thoſe honours deep and broad, Wherewith REY, 
Your majeſty loads our houſe; for thoſe of old, 
And the fave dignities heap'd up to Thi,” UPC IT] 
e reſt your hermits: 
"WY King. Where's the thane of Cr! 4 
Et We cours'd him at the heels, and had a papel 
Fo be his purveyor: but he rides well 
And his 2292 love, ſharp as his ns hath —_ hive; 44 46 15 
0 


| © 1 I'6 his home before us: fair and noble hoſteſs; | | ; 
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We are your gueſt to-night. 3 3 
Lady. Your ſervants ever | | 
Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs, in compt, - "of 
To make their audit at your highnels' pleaſure, 3 


Still to return your own. 

King. Give me your hand: | 

Conduct me to mine hoſt; we love him highly, ä { 
And ſhall continue our graces towards him. i 


By your leave, hoſteſs. FTluriſß. Excuilt. 
DO ROE Kr 3 Ak 
SCENE VN. 


A Room in MAchErn's CASTLE, AT INvERNESs. 
Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. If it were done, when *tis done, then twere well; 
Tt were done quickly; if the aſſaſſination 
ould trammel up the conſequence, and catch, 
With his ſurceaſe, ſucceſs. — That but this blow 
Might be thee be all and the end all here, | 
But here, upon this bank and ſhoal of time 4 
We'd jump the life to come—But, in theſe caſes; 
We ftill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions, which, being taught, return 
Ts plague the inventor: This even · handed Juſtice : 
_ Commends the ingredients of out poiſon'd chalice : 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt; | 
"Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubjet, "© 
Strong both againſt the deed ; then, as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murderer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf. | Beſides, this Duncan | 
Hath bopne his faculties ſo meek; hach ben 5 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues _ 
Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd, againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking off | 
And pity, like a naked new born babe, 
Striding the blaſt, or feaven's cherubim, hors'd 
Upon the ſightleſs couriers of =y a. 
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Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears ſhall drown the wind.—T have no ſpur 
To prick the ſides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 

And falls on the other How now ! what news? 


Enter Lady Macbeth. 
Lady. He has almoft ſupp'd; why have you left the cham- 


er 
Mac. Hath he aſk'd for me? 
Lady. Know you not, he has? | | 
lac. We will proceed no further in this buſineſs: 
He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all ſorts of people, 
Which would be worn; now in their neweſt gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide fo ſoon. | 
Lady. Was the hope drunk, | 
Wherein you drelt yourſelf; hath it ſlept ſince? 
And wakes it now, to look ſo green and pale 
At what it did fo freely? from this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the fame in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in defire? Wouldſt thou have that 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſteem ; 
Letting [ dare not wait upon I would, 
Like the poor cat i'the adage? 
Mac. Pr'ythee, peace: 
I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none. 
Lady, What beaſt was it then, 
That made you break this enterpriſe to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be lo much more the man, Nor time, nor place, 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have inade themſelves, and that their fitneſs now 
Does unmake you. I have given fuck; and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that'mijks me- 
J would, while it was ſmiling in my face, | 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And dath'd the brains ont, had 1 ſo ſwern, as you 
Have done, to this, * 


Mac. 


8 


9 


Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reaſon 


The ungarded Duncan? what not put upon 


That they have done't? 


Upon his death, 


MACBETH. "0 


Mac. If we ſhould fail, — 

Lady. We fail! | 25 
But ſcrew your ccurage to the ſticking- place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan 1s aſleep, 
Whereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and waſſel fo convince, 

That memory, the warder of the brain, 


A limbeck only: when in ſwiniſh fleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 


His ſpungy officers, who ſhall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell? EE 

Mac. Bring forth ꝙen children only 
For thy undaunted meftle ſhould compoſe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv d, 
When we have mark'd with blood theſe ſleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 


Lady. Who dares receive other, 
As we ſhall make our griefs and clamours roar 


Mac. I am ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow: _ 
Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 


Exeunt, 


* * > 2 822 
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Enter Banquo, and F leance with a Torch. 


Ban. Hos, goes the night, boy pe | 
Fle. The moon is down; I have not heard the clock. 


Ban, And ſhe goes down at twelve. 1 
: C 2 : Le. 
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Fe. I taket, *tis later, Sir. 

Ban, There's huſhandry in heaven, 
Their candles are all out, — _ | | 
A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I wou!d not flezp: Merciful powers, 
Reſtrain in me the curſed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repoſe! 


Enter Macbeth, and Seyton with a Torch, 


Who's there? 
Mac, A friend. 

Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the king's a-bed: 
1 He hath been in unuſual pleaſure, and © 
i | | | Sent forth great largeſs to your offices: 

1 This diamond he greets your wife withal, 

"il y the name of moſt kind hoſteſs; and ſhut up 
— 1 In meaſureleſs content. 5 =. 
1 1 Mac. Being unprepar'd, 

1 Our will became the ſervant to defect; 
1 W hich elſe ſhould free have wrought. 
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i | Ban, All's well. 
1 I dreamt laſt night of the three weird ſiſters: 
— 6 To you they have ſhow'd ſome truth. 
8 Mac. I think not of them: | 
[Ml Yet, when we can entreat an hour to ſerve, 
149 Would ſpend it in ſome words upon that buſineſs, 
Fi | If you would grant the time. | 
Li Ban. At your kind'it leiſure. ; 
þ Mac. If you ſhould cleave to my conſent, when tis, 
| It ſhall make honour for you. | 
* Ban. So ] loſe none, : 
3 In ſeeking to augment it, but ſlill kee 
i. 18 My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
\- 1 J ſhall be counſel'd. E 
Wn | Mac. Good repoſe, the while 


Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you ! 
e Exeunt Banquo and Fleance. 


Mac. Go, bid thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
She ſtrike upon the hell. Get thee to bed. 


Exit Seyton. | 
The 


Is this a dagger, which | ſee before me, 
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The handle toward my hand? come, let me clutch thee :— 
I have thee not; and yet I ſee thee ſtill, | 
Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling, as to fight? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation, 

Proceeding from the heat oppreſſed brain? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marſhalft me the way that I was going; 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'the other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the reſt. I ſee thee till; 

Ard on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 

Which was not ſo before. There's no ſuch thing: 

It is the bloody bulineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world 

Nature ſeems dead. Thou ſure and firm · ſet earth, 

Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very ſtones prate of my where-about, 

And take the preſent horror from the time, 

Which now ſuits with it. A clock ſtrikes two. 
J go, and it is done; the bell invites me. | 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. Exit. 


Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, 


Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 
bold; + 
What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire: Hark — 
eace! N 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bell - man, 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt good night. He is about it: 
The doors are open; and the * grooms 
Domock their charge with ſnores: I have drugg'd their poſſets; 
That death and nature do contend about them, | 
Whether they live, or die. 333 
Mac. | Within] Who's there? what, ho! 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid they have awak d, 
And 'tis not done: the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us :—Hark !—T laid the daggers ready, 


He 
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He could not mifs them. Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I had done't, My huſband ? 


* Ente Tr Macheth. 


Mac. I have done the deed :—Didfſt thou not hear a noiſe? + 
Lady. I heard the owl ſcream and the crickets cry. 
Did you not ſpzak ? 

Mac, When? 

Lady. Now. 

Frag As I deſcended? 

Lady. Ay. 

Mac, Hark — 

Who lies i' the ſecond chamber ? 

Lady. Donalbain. 

Mac. This is a ſorry fight, 

Lady, A fooliſh thought, to ſay a ſorry Gebt. 

Mac. 2 S 20 did laugh in his fleep, and one cry d 

Murder 
That they did wake each other; I flood and heard them: 
But they did fay their prayers, and address d them " 
Again to ſleep. 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together 

Mac. One cry'd Gd bleſs us! and, de, the a 
As they had ſeen me, with theſe hangman's hands, 
Liſtening their fear. I could not ſay, Amen, 

When did ſay, God, bleſs us. 

Lady. Conlides3 it not to ly. 

Mac. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen? 
I had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady: I heſe deeds muſt not be thought 
After theſe ways; ſo, it will make us mad. 

Mac. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no more ! 
Glamis bath murder'd flecp; aud therefore Cawdor | 
Shall ſleep no more, Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more! 

Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd? Why, worthy thane, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-ſickly of things: — Go, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand. — | 
Why did you bring theſe daggers ny ge the place? 
They muſt lie there: Go carry them; and Cr 
The fleepy grooms with blood. 


Mac, 
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Mac. Ill go no more: 
J am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpoſe! 
Give me the daggers: the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures: *tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
PI! gild the faces of the grooms withal, | : 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt, Exit. 
| | Knocking within. 
Mac. Whence is that knocking ? | 
How is't with me, when every noiſe appals me? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out mine eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 
Clean from my kand? No; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous ſeas incarnadine, 
Making the green—one red. 


Re enter Lady Macbeth. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white. Knocł.] I hear a knocking 
At the ſouth entry: retire we to our chamber: 
A-little water c:ears us of this deed: 
How eaſy is it then? Your conſtancy : | 
Hath left you unattended. [ Knock] Hark! more knocking : 
Get on your nightgown, left occaſion call us, I. 
And ſhew us to be watchers: Be not loſt 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Mac. To know my deed,—'twere belt not know myſelf, 


| Knock. 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking! Ay, would thou could! 
. | | Exeunt. Knock. 


En er Seyton, and open the gate to Macduf, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to- bed, 
That you do lie fo late?  _ 
Sey. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing till the ſoeond cock. 
Macd Is thy maſter ſtirring! | 
Our knocking has awak'd him; here he ces. 
| 5 | Eau Seton, 


E ter 


0 MACBETH, 


En ter Macbeth. 


Len. Good morrow, noble Sir! 
Mac. Good-morrow, both 
Macd. Is the king ſtiri ing, worthy thane ? 
Mac, Not yet. 
Macd. He did command me to call timely on him; 
I have almoſt flipp'd the hour. 
Mac. I'll bring you to him. : 
Macd. I know, this is a Joyful trouble to you ; 


But yet tis one. | 8 
Mac. The labour we delight in, phyſicks pain. ; 
This is the door, 
Macd. I'll make fo bold to call; t ; 
For *tis my limited ſervice. Exit Macduff, 


Len. Goes the king hence to-day ? 

HAac. He does: he did appoint fo. 

Len, The night has been unruly: where we lay, | 
Our chimnies were blown down; and, as they ſay, ; 
Lamentings heard i' the air; ſtrange ſcreams of death; 
And propheſying, with accents terrible, 
Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 
New hatch'd to the woeful time: the obſcure bird 
Clamour'd the live-long night: ſome lays the earth 
Was feverous, and did e 

Mac. Twas a rough ni 

Len, My young — cannot parallel 


A fellow to it. 


Re-enter Macduff, 


Ad, O derer horror! horror Tongue, nor heart, 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee! 

Mac. and Len. What's the matter? | - 

Macd. Confuſion now hath made his maſter-piece | [ 
Moſt facrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o* the building. | 

Mac. What is't you ſay? ive life? 

Len. Mean you his majeſty ? 

Macd, Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your ſig got 
| With a new Gorgon: Do not bid me ſpeak ; 


dee 
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See, and then ſpeak yourſelves.—A wake ! awake 
. | Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Ring the alarum bell Murder! and treaſon | 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 
Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death itſelf up, up, and ſee 
The great coom's image! Malcolm! Banquo! 

As from your graves riſe up, and walk like ſprignts, 
To countenance this horror! Bell rings. 


Enter Banquo, and Roſſe. 


5 O Banquo! Banquo ! 
Our royal maſter's murder'd ! 


Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox, 


Mac. Had T but dy'd an hour befor this chance, 
I had liv'd a bleſſed time; for, from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality: | 
All is but toys: renown, and grace, is dead : 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. | 


Enter Malcolm and Donalbain. 


Aal. What is amiſs? | 
Mac. You are, and do not know it: 
The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood | 
Is ſtopt; the very ſource of it is ſtopt. | 
KeſJe. Your royal father's murdered, 
Mal. Oh, by whom | 
Len, '1 hofe'of his chamber, as it ſeem'd, had done't ; 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; | | 
They ſtar'd, and were diſtracted: no man's life 
Was to be truſted with them. 
Excunt Malcolm aud Donalbain. 
Mac. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 
Macd, Wherefore did you ſo ? 


L Mac. Who can be wiſe, amaz'd, temperate, and furious, 
mn | OD Loyal 
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Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 

Out- ran the pauſer reaſon. —Here lay Duncan, 

His filver ſkin lac'd with his golden blood ; 

And his gaſh'd ſtabs look'd like a breach in nature, 
For ruin's waſteful entrance: there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could refrain, 


That had a heart to love, and in that heart 


Courage, to make his love known ? 
Ban, Fears and ſcruples ſhake us: 
In the great hand of heaven I ſtand ; and, thence, 
Againſt the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treaſonous malice, 
Mac. And fo do I. 
All. So all. | | 
Macd. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 
And meet i' the hall together, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 
'To know it further, 
All, Well contented, | | Exeunt, 


— . — 


SCENE II. 
A HEATH. 
Thunder and Lightning. 


Enter the three Witches, and a chorus of Witches, 


1 Mitch. Speak, ſiſter, ſpeak,—is the deed done ? 
2 Mitch. Long ago, long ago; 

Abeve twelve glafles ſince have run; 
3 H itch, Ill deeds are feldom flow, 

Nor ſingle ; following crimes on former wait; 

The worſt of creatures faſteſt propagate. 


. - Cher. Many more murders muſt this one enſue; 


Dread horrors ſtill abound, 
And every place ſurround, 
As if in death were found 

Propagation too, | 
I Hitch, 
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1 Mitch. He muſt, 
2 Witch. He ſhall,— 
3 Witch. He will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 
Chor. He muſt, he will ſpill much more blood, 
And become worſe, to make his title good. 
1 Mitch. Now let's dance. 
2 Witch. Agreed. 
3 Witch. Agreed. 
Chor. We ſhould rejoice when good kings bleed. 
1 Mitch. When cattle die, about we go; | 
When lightning and dread thunder 
Rend ſtubborn rocks in ſunder, 
And fill the world with wonder, 
What ſhould we do ? 
Chor. Rejoice, we ſhould rejoice, 

2 Witch, When winds and waves are warring, 
Earthquakes the mountains tearing, 8 5 
And monarchs die deſpairing, 

What ſhould we do? | 

Chor. Rejoice, we ſhould rejoice. 

3 Witch, Let's have a dance upon the heath, 
We gain more life by Duncan's death. 

1 //itch, Sometimes like brinded cats we ſhew, 
Having no muſic but our mew, 
To which we dance in ſome old mill, 
Upon the hopper, ſtone, or wheel, 


To ſome old ſaw, or bardiſh rhime,— 


Cho. Where {till the mill-clack does keep time. 
2 Witch. Sometimes about a hollow tree, | 
Around, around, around dance we 


'Thither the chirping cricket comes, 


And beetles ſinging drowſy hums; 
Sometimes we dance o'er fernes or furze, 
To howls of wolves, or barks of curs; 
And when with none of thefe we meet. 
Cher, We dance, to th* echoes of our feet. 
3 Witch, At the night-raven's diſmal voice, 
When others tremble we rejoice. 
Chor. And nimbly, n dance we ſtill, 
To th' echoes from a hollow hill. Cent. 


IND OF ACT II. 


z 
* 
$* 
4 
1 
9 
1 
1 
3 


28 MACBETH. 


41 r IT. SCHEME L 
A PaRK NEAR MaAcBETH's CASTLE, AT INVERNESS, 


Eater Macduff and . 


Len. * | OW goes the world, Sir, now ? 
Hacdl. Why, ſee you not ? 
Len. Is't known, who did this more than bloody deed ? 
Macd. Thoſe that 5 hath ſlain. 
Len. Alas, the day! 
What good could they pretend ? 
Mace. They were ſuborn'd: 
Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two ſons, 
Are ftol'n : away and fled : which puts upon * 
Suſpicion of the deed. 
Len. Gainſt nature ſtill: 
Thriftleſs ambition, that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means !— Then *tis moſt like, 
The ſovereignty will fall upon Macbeth, 
Mac. He is already nam'd ; and gone to Scone, 
To be inveſted. 
Len. Where is Duncan's body ? e 
Macd. Carried to Colmes kill, f 
The ſacred ſtore-houſe of his predeceſſors, 
And guardian of their bones. 
Len. Will you to Scone; 
Macd. No, couſin, I'll to Fife. 
Len. Will, I will thither. 
Macd, Well, may you ſee things well done there adieu 
Leſt our old robes fit eaſier than our new Exeunt. 


— , e eee 
SCENE VII. 

A Room, IN THE PALACE AT FORES. 
Enter Banquo. 


Thou haſt it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weird women promis'd ; and, I fear, 


Thou playd'ſt moſt foully for't; yet it was ſaid, 
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Tt ſhould not ſtand in thy poſterity ; = 

But that myſelf ſhould be the root, and father 

Of many kings: if there come truth from them, 
(As upon thes, Macbeth, their ſpeeches thine) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And ſet me up in hope? But, huſh, no more. 


Flouriſh. Enter Macbeth, as Xing Lenox, Roſſe, Seyton, 


Lords, and Attendants. 


Mac. Here's our chief gueſt ; if he had been forgotten, 


Tt had been as a gap in our great feaſt, 
And all-thing unbecoming. | 
To-night we Hold a folemn f ſupper, Sir, 
And I' requeſt ycur preſence. 
Ban. Let your highneſs 
Command upon me; to the which, my duties 
Are with a moſt indiſſol uble tye 
For ever knit. 
Mac. Ride you this afternoon ? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord. 


Mac. We ſhould have elſe defir'd your good advice 


(Which ſtill hath been both grave and pro! perous) 
In this day's council; but we 1 take to-morrow. 
Is't far you ride ? | 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time. 
*T'wixt this and ſupper: go not my norte the better, 
I muſt become a borrower of the night, 
For a dark hour, or twain. 

Mac. Fail not our feaſt, 

Ban. My lord, J will not. 

Mac. We hear, our bloody couſins are beſtow' d 
In England, and in Ireland; not confeſſing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With ſtrange invention: bat of that to- morrow; 
When, therewithal, we ſhall have cauſe of ſtate, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horſe: Adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 


Ban. Ay, my good lord: our time does call upon us. 


Mac. I wiſh your horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot; 
And ſo I do commend you to their backs, 


Farewell. 
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Farewell. Exit. Banquo. 
Let every man be maſter of his time 
Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 


The ſweeter welcome, we will keep ourſelf 


Till ſupper- time alone: while then, heaven be with you. 
Exxcunt. Lenox, Roſſe, Lords, and Attendants. 
Sirrah, a word: attend thoſe men ou pleaſure? 
Sey. They are, my lord, without the palace-gate. | 
Mac. Bring them before us, E xit. Seytons 
To be thus, is nothing; | 
But to be ſafely thus Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep; 
When firſt they put the name of king upon me, 
And bade them ſpeak to him: then, prophet-like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs crown, 
And put a barren ſceptre in my gripe, - 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 
No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If it be fo, 
For Banquo's iſſue have J fil'd my mind: 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd, 
And my eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
To make them kings—the ſeed of Banquo kings! 


Rather than fo, come, fate, into the liſt, 


And champion me to the utterance Who's there? 
P | | 


e - 
Re-enter Seyton, with two Murderers. 


Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together? 
x Mur. It was, fo pleaſe your highnels. 


Mac. Well then, row Exit. Seyton. 
Have you conſider'd of my ſpeeches ? : 
Do you find —_ 


Your patience fo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? Are you ſo goſpel'd, 
To pray for this good man, and for his iſſue, - 
Whofe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever? | 


2 Aur. 
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2 Mur. I am one, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have ſo incens'd, that I am reckleſs what 
I do, to ſpite the world. | 
1 Mur. And another, 
So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would ſet my life on any chance, | 
To mend it, or be rid on't. | 1 
Mac. Both of you | 
Know, Banquo was your enemy. 
1 ur. I'rue, my lord. f 4 
Mac. So is he mine: and in ſuch bloody diſtance, fa 
That every minute of his being thruſts | i 
Againſt my near'ſt of life: and though I could 
With bare-fac'd power ſweep him from my fight, 3 
And bid my will avouch it; yet I muſt not, | 1 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. | 
2 Mur. We ſhall, my lord, 
Perform what you command us ;— [ 
1 Mur. Though our lives— _ | 
Mac. Your ſpirits ſhine through you. Within thas hour, 
at moſt, | 
I will adviſe you where to plant yourſelves: 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy o'the time, 
The moment on't; for't muſt be done to-night, 
And ſomething from the palace; always thought, 
That I require a clearneſs : and with him, 
(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work) 
Fleance, his ſon, that keeps him company, 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me 
Than is his father's, muſt embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Reſolve yourſelves apart ; 
I'll come to you anon. | 4 
i Hur. We are reſolv'd, my lord. 
Mac. I'll call upon you ſtrait; abide within. EIN 
2 Excunt Mur derers. 
It is concluded: Ban quo, thy ſoul's flight, 
If it find heaven, muſt find it out to-night. Exit. 


f % 
© 
1 
1 
1 
1 


— 9 


32 MACBETH. 
| Enter Lady Macbeth, as Queen, and Seyton: 


Lady. Is Banquo gone from court? 
Sey. Av, madam; but returns again to- night. 
Lady. Say to the king, I would attend his leiſure 

For a few words. ; 5 3 
Sey. Madam, I will. | Exit. 
Ledy. Neught's had, all's ſpent, 

Where our deſire is got without content: 

. *Fis fafer to be that which we deſtroy, 
Than, by deſtruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now my lord? why do you keep alone, 
Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making? 
Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on? Things without all remedy 
Should be without regard: what's done, is done. 

Mac. We have ſcorch'd the ſnake, not kill'd it; 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf ; whilſt our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth, | 
But let l 
The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds ſuffer, 

Exc we will eat our meal in fear, and flee 
In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams, 
That ſhake us nightly; better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In reſtleſs ceſtacy. Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well; 8 
Treaion has done his worſt: nor ſteel, nor poiſon, 8 
Malice domeſtic, foreign levy, nothing, 
Can touch him further! | Fg 

Lady Come on; ä \ 
Gentle my lord, fleet o'er your rugged looks; - 
Be bright and jovial *mong your gue{ts to-night. 
Mac. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know'ſt, that Banguo, and his Fleance, lives. 

Lady. But in them nature's copy's not eterne. 

lac. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; 
Then be jocund: ere the bat hath fiown 
His cloiſter'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's ſummons, 
Ihe thard-borne beetle, with his drowſy hums, 


Hath 
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Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 
Lady. What's to be done? 
Mac. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
| Till thou applaud the deed. Come ſeeling night, 
. Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 
And, with thy bloody and inviſible hand, 
Caned, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which Keeps me pale !— Light thickens; and the crow r 
Makes wing to the rooky wood: 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze ; 
Whiles night? s black agents to their prey do rouſe, 
Thou marvelPft at my words: but hold thee {till ; 
Things, bad begun, make ftrong themſelves by ill 


Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 


FokRESAS PARK. 


Enter the two Murderers. 


1 Mur, The weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches ; 
The ſubje& of onr watch. 

2 Mur. Hark! I hear horſes. 
[ Banquo within.) Give us a light mn ho! 

i Mur. Then it is he. 

2 Mur, His horſes go about. | 

1 Mur. Almoſt a mile : but he does uſually, 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. | 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a Torch. 


2 Mur, A light, a light! 
x Mur. Tis he. 
Ban, It * be rain to-night. 
| Exeunt W 4 F leanee 
1 Mure . 
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| 1 Mur. Let it come down. 
| T hey follow, and aſſault, Banquo, 
| Ban. O, treachery ! Fly, roc Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 


Thou may'ſt revenge.) ſlave! [ Dees. 


Re-enter the two 1 


1 Mur. There's but one down; the Son is fled. 
2 Mur, We have loſt beſt half of our affair. 
1 Mur. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. 
E xeunt_ 
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SCENE Tr. 
TRE BaNQueTTING Room, IN THE PALACE AT Fokxs. 


A Banquet prepared. 


. — q 


MUSICK, 


Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Roſſe, Lenox, Seyton, 
Lords, 2 and Attendants. : | 
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' Mac. You know your own degrees, fit down : at firſt, 
And laſt the hearty welcome. 
Roſſe. Thanks to your majeſty. 
Mac. Ourſelf will mingle with ad 
And play the humble hoſt. 
Our hoſteſs keeps her ſtate ; but, in 1 beſt — 
We will require her welcome. 
Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all oui friends; 
For my heart ſpeaks, they are welcome. 


. Mac. See, they encounter thee with their hearts“ thanks: a 
1 Be large in mirth; anon, we'll drink a meaſure # 
| The table round. 


E nter the Murderer. 


There 0 bloods upon thy face. 
Mur. *Tis Banquo's then. 
Mac, Is he Giſpatch'd ? 
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Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that J did for him. 
Mac. Thou art the beſt 'the cut-throats : yet he's good, 
That did the like for Fleance. 
Mur. Moſt royal Sir, 
Fleance is *ſcaped. 


Mac. Then comes on my fit again: I had elſe been perfect; 


Whole as the marble, founded as tie rock; 


As broad, and general, as the caſing air: | 
But now, I am cabin'd, cribb'd, coniin'd, bound in 
To ſaucy douvcs and fears. But Banquo's ſafe? 
Mur. Ay, my goo! lord: ſafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched ga.hes yn his head; 
The leaſt a death to nature, 
Mac. Thanks for tha: : 
There the gro ſerpent lies; the worm, that's fled, 
Hath nature that in t. mie wilk-vencm breed, 
No teeth for the pr-{=nt;— Get thee gone; to-morrow 
We'll hear ourſelves again, | Lit Murderery 
Lady, My royal lord, 
You do not give the cheer; the feaſt is ſold, 
That is not often youcu'd, while *tis a making, 
Tis given with welcome: to feed, where beſt at home; 
From thence, the ſauce to meat is ceremony; 


Meeting were bare without it. 


Mac. Sweet remembrancer — 
Now, good digeſtion wait on appetite, 
And health on both! 

Len. May it pleaſe your highneſs, ſit ? 

Mac. Here had we no v our country's honour roof®d, 
Were the grac'd perion of our Ban quo preſent ; 
Who may | rather challenge for unkindneſs, 
Than pity for miſchance ! | 

Rofje. His abſence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promiſe. 
Pleaſe it your highneſs 
To grace us with your royal company? 

Mac, The tabie's full! 

en. Here's a piace ieſerv'd, Sir. 
fac. Wh. re:? 
Len. Here, * y lord. What is't that moves your high- 
neſs 
Mac. Which of you have done this? 
Len. What, my good lord? 
; ] F 2 Mar. 
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Mac. Thou can'ſt not ſay, I did it: never ſhake 
- Thy goary locks at me. | | 
Roſſe. Gentlemen, riſe ; his highneſs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy friends; my lord is often thus, N 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep ſeat , 
The fit is momentary : upon a thought _ | 
He will again be well: if much you note him, 
You ſhall offend him, and extend his paſlion ; 
Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man? 
Mac. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. | 
Lady. O proper ſtuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear: 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you ſaid, 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws, and ſtarts, 
(Impoſtors to true fear, ) would well become 
A woman's ſtory, at a winter's fire, : 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame it ſelf ! | 
Why do you make ſuch faces? When all's done, 
You look but on a ſtool. | 
Mag Pr'y thee, ſee there! behold! look! lo! how 
| ſay you ? | | 
Why, what care I? If thou can'ſt nod, ſpeak too.— 
If charnel houſes, and our graves, mult ſend 
Thoſe that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites, | 
Lady. What! quite unmann'd in folly ? 
Mac. If I ſtand here, I ſaw him. : 
Lady. Fie, tor ſhame ! 
Mac. Blood hath been ſhed ere now i' the olden time, 
Ere human ſtatute purg'd the gentle weal ; 

Ay, and ſince too, murders have been perform'd 
| Too terrible for the ear: the times have been, 
|: | That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 

W And there an end : but now, they rife again, 

Fi With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, Pp 
And puſh us from our ſtools: this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murder is. ; 

Lady. My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 
Mac, 1 do forget: — 
1. ji Do not mule at me, my moſt worthy friends ; 
1 [| I have a ſtrange infirmity, which is nothing 
«| : | 
| 
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To thoſe that know me. Come, love and health to all; 
Then I'll fit down: Give me ſome wine, fill full ;— 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 
Ani to our dear friend Banquo, whom we milfs ;j— 
Would he were here Ito all, and.him, we thirſt, 
And all to all. 
Refſe. Our duties, and the pledge. E 
Mac. Avaunt! and quit my 4ight! Let the carth hide 
thee ! | 
Thy bones are marrowlets, thy blood is cold; 
Thou haſt no ſpecu:ation 'n thoſe eyes 
Which thou doſt glare witii ! 
Lady. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing oi cu.-om : *tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 
Mac. What man dare. I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 
Take any ſhape but that and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the delert with thy ſword ; 
If trembling | inhibit thee, proteſt me | 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow ! 
Unreal mockery, hence: Why, ſo ; being gone, 
I am a man again. „„ 
Lady. You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the good 
merz. 
With molt admir'd diſorder. 
Mac. Can ſuch things be, 
And overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, 
Without our ſpecial wonder ? You make me ſtrange 
Even to the diſp--ſition that I owe, 
When now | think you can behold ſuch ſights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 
Rofſe. What ſights, my lord ? | 
Lady. I pray you, ſpeak not; he grows and wors ; 
Queſtion enrages him : at once, good night: 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his majeſty. 


Lady. 
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Lady. A kind goed night to all ! 


E xeunt all the Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 
Mac. It will have blood; they fay, blood will have 
blood : 
Stones have been knawn to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 
Augurs, and underſtood relations, have 
By maggot- pies, and choughs, and rocks, brought forth 
The ſecret'ſt man of blood. What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which. 
Mac. How ſay'ſt thou, that Macduff denies his perſon, 
At our great bidding? 
Lady. Did you ſend to him, Sir. 
Mac. | hear it by the way; but I will ſend: 
There's not a one of them, but in his houſe 
I keep a ſervant fee'd. Iwill to-morrow, 
And betimes I will) to the weird ſiſters: 
ore ſhall they ſpeak ; for now J am bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt: tor mine own good, 
All cauſes ſhall give way; I am in blood LE 
Stept in fo far, that, ſhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er. 
Lady. You lick the ſeaſon of: all nature's fleep. 
Mac. Come, we ll to ſleep : my ftrange and elf abuſe. 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe ;j— 
We are yet but young in deed. Exeunt., 


SCENE V. 
Tur OrEN CounTRY. 


Thunder; 


Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 
1 Mitch. Why, how now, Hecate ? you look angerly. 


Ii Hec. Have i not reaſon, beldams, as you are, 1 
4 Saucy and overbold ? How did you dare ing 

W | 1 To trede and traffic with Macbeth, e 

| 15 In riddles, and affairs of death; . 

pi And J. the miſtreſs of your charms, _ 5 

Wil The cloſe contriver of all harms, 25 

nl Was never call'd to bear my part, 5 
1 Or thew the glory of our art ? 4 


But 
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But make amends now: get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i' the morning; ; thither "2 
Will come to know his deſtiny. 

Your veſſels, and your ſpells, provide, 
Your charms, and every thing beſide : 


I am for the air ; this night < bl ſpend 
Unto a diſmal and a fatal end. 
Hecate's chazr deſcends. 


Mu c and a Song. n zn the air. 


S§pir. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate ! O, come away! 
He. Hark FI am calbd : ny little ſpirit, ſee, 
Bits in a foggy cloud, and waits for me. 

Shir. Hecate, Hecate, Hecate! O, come away! 

Hec. I come, I come, with all the ipeed I may. 
Where's Stadlin ? 

Spir. Here. 

Hee, Where's Puckle ? 

Spir. Here; 
And Hoppo too, and Hellwaine too ; 

Ve want but you, we want but you, 


Enter the Chorus of Witches, 


Cho. Come away, make up the count. 

Hee, With new fall'n dew 
vim church yard yew 
I will but *noint, and then I mount. 

Spir. Why thou ſtay'ſt ſo long I muſe. 

Hec. Tell me, Spirit, tell what news? 

Spir. All goes fair for our delight. 

Hec. Now I'm furniſh'd for the flight. 

Hecate * end es a dh in her IE 
Now I go, and now I fly, 
Malkin, my ſweet ſpirit, and I, 
O, what a dainty pleaſure's this, 
To fail in the air, 
While the moon ſhines fair, 
To fing, to toy, to dance and kiſs! 
Over woods, high rocks, and mountains, 
Over ſeas, our miſtreſs' fountains, 
_ Orer ſteeples, towers, and turrets. 

We fly by night 'mongſt troops of ſpirits, 

Cho. We fly by night ' mongſt troops of ſpirits. 


Hecate aſcends, and the Wiiches Exennt, 
ACT 
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„ : ACT F. SCENE 
| A Cave. 


Thunder & Lightning. The three Ilitches. 


1 Witch. | HRICE the brinded cat hath mew? 1; 
2 Hitch. Thrice; and once the hedge-pig whin*y, 
g Miich. Harper cries: —'tis time, 'tis time. 
rt /J7#ch. Round about the cauldron go; 
In the poiſon'd entrails throw. 
Toad, that under the cold ſtone, 
Days and nights haft thirty-one, 
Swelter'd venom ſleeping got, | 
Boll thou firſt i' the charmed pot! - 
All. Double. double toil and trouble; | 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 
2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 
In the cauldron boil and bake : 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongne of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's ſting, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double toi] and trouble; 
Fire, burn; and, caularon, bubbl-. | 
3 Milch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 
Witch's mummy; maw, and gulf, 8 
Of the ravin'd falt ſea ſhark; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i' the dark; 
Liver of blaſpheming Jew; 
Gall of goat, «nd flips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips: 
Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab, 
Make the gruel thick and flab: 
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron, 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 
All. Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire, burn; and, cauldron, bubble. 


1 Milch. 
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1 itch, Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm 1s firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, Spirits, and the Chorus of Witches. 


Hec. Oh, well done! I commend your pains ; 
And every one ſhall ſhare i the gains. 
And now about the cauldron ſing, 
Like elves and fairies 1n a ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 


MUSIC and a SONG. 


ec. Black ſpirits and white, 
Red ſpirits and grey, 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 

You that mingle may. 


1 Witch. Tiffin, Tiffin, 
Keep it ſtiff in. 
2 Witch. Firedrake, Puckey, 
Make it lucky. 
3 Witch, Liard, Robin, 
Vou muſt bob in. | 
Cho. of Spir. Around, around, around, about, about, 
All ill come running in, all good keep out! 
1 Hitch, Here's the blood of a bat. 
Hec. Pat in that, put in that. 
2 Wich, Here's Libbard's brain. 
Hec. Put in a grain. 
3 Witch, Here's juice of toad, and oil of adder ; 
Thoſe will make the charm grow madder. 
Hec. Put in all theſe ; *rwill raiſe a pois'nous ſtench |! 
Hold—here's three ounces of a red-hair'd wench. | 
Cho. of Spir. Around, around, around, about, about; 
All ill come running in, all good keep out! 


Hec. By the pricking of my thumbs, 


Something wicked this way comes. 


Open, locks, whoever knocks. ( Knocking.) 
Hecate, Sp:r:ts, and the Chorus of Witches, Eæeunt. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mac. How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight hags ? 


What 1s't you do? 
All. A deed without a name, 
F 
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Mac. I conjure you, by that which you prote!s, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me 
To what I aſk you. : 
Mitch. Speak. 
2 Mitch. Demand. 
3 Witch. We'll anſwer, 
1 Hitch. Say, if thoud'ſt rather hear it from our mouth. 
Or from our maſters? ? | | 
Mac. Call them, let me ſee them. 
1 Hitch. Pour in ſow's blood that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe. that's ſweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 
All. Come, high, or low; | . 
Thyſelf, and office, deftly ſhow. Thunder & Lightning: 


An Apparition of an Armed Head riſes. 


Mac. Tell me, thou unknown pow'r, 
1 Mitch. He knows thy thought; 
Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. | 
App. Macbeth ! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff; 
Beware the thane of Fife —Diſmiſs me:—Enough. 
| | | Deſcends. 
Aac, Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution, thanks; 
Thou haſt harp'd my fear aright :—But one word more. 
1 Witch. He will not be commanded: here's another, 


More po: ent than the firſt. Thunder & Laightmng. 


An Apparition of a Bloody Child riſes. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
ac. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee, | 
App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute : laugh to ſcorn 
The power of man; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. Deſecends. 
Mac. Then live, Macduff; what need I fear of thee ? 
But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, : | 
And take a bond of fate: thou ſhalt not live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 
And ſleep in ſpight of thunder. — Thunder & Lightning. 


An Apparition of a Child crowned, with a tree in his hand, riſes. 


What is this, | 
That riſes like the iſſue of a king; 
And wears upon his baby brow the round 


ff 
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And top of ſovereignty ? . 

T1 Witch. Liſten, but ſpeak not to't. 
App. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conſpirers are: 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunſinane hill 
Shall come againft him. 

Mac. That will never be; 
Who can impreſs the foreft ; bid the tree 
Vnfix his earth-bound root? fweet bodements ! good! 
— Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; tell me, (if your art 
Can tell ſo much) ſhall Banquo's iſſue ever 
Reign in this kingdom? 

All. Seek to know no more. 

ac. I will be ſatisfy*d : deny me this, 
And an eternal curſe fall on you! let me know :— 


Why ſinks that cauldron? and what noiſe is this? 
| Hautboys found, 


Deſcends. 


T Witch. Shew | 

2 Witch. Shew! 

3 Witch. Shew ! 

All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart; 

Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. Thunder and Lightning. 


Zight Kings appear, followed by the Ghoft of Banquo. 


Mac. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Banquo ; down! 
Thy crown does fear mine eye-balls :— And thy hair, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the firſt ;— 

A third is like the former: — Filthy hags ! | 
Why do you ſhew me this? A fourth ?—Start, eyes 
What! will the line ſtretch out to the crack of doom ?— 
Another yet? A ſeventh ? — I'll ſee no more. 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, | 
Which ſhews me many more. The Witches vaniſh. 
Now, I ſee, tis true; | | ; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banquo ſmiles upon me, 

And points at them for his, — What ?. is this fo ? 
Where are they? Gone? Let this pernicious hour 
Stand aye accurſed in the calendar ! 

Come in, without there ! 


F2 Enter 
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* 6 - Enter Seyton. 


Sey. What's your grace's will ? 
Mac. Saw you the weird lifters? 
Sey. No, my lord. 
Mac. Came they not by you 
Sey. No, indeed, my lord. 
Mac. Infected be the air whereon they ride; 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them !—[ did hear 
The galloping of horſe: who was't came by? 
Scy. Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word, 
Macduff is fled to England. . 
Mac. Fled to England! ? 
Sey. Ay, my good lord. 
Mac. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits : 
The flighty purpoſe never is o'ertook, 
Unicſs the deed go With it: from this moment, 
The very firſttings of my heart ſhall be 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done: 
The caſtle of Macduff J will ſurpriſe ; ; 
Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o' the ſword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate ſouls 
That trace his line. No boaſting like a fool | 
This deed I'll do, before this purpoſe cool. Excunt, 
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SCENE I. 


ENGLAND. A GROvE. 


Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 


Mal. Let us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and there 
Weep our ſad boſoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, 
Beſtride our down-fall'n birthidom © each new morn, 
New widows how! ; new orphans cry; new ſorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it reſounds, 
As if it felt with Scotland. 

Mal. What you have ſpoke, it may be fo, perchance. 
This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues, 5 


Was 


Ti 
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Was once thought honeſt: you have lov'd him well; 
He hath not touch'd you yet. | 
Macd. I am not treacherous. 
Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 
In an imperial charge. : 
Macd. I have loſt my hopes. | 
Mal. Perchance, even there, where I did find my doubts, 
Why in that rawneſs left you wife, and child, 
Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love, 
Without leave-taking ?—I pray you, 
Let not my jealouſies be your diſhonours, 
But mine own fafeties :—You may be rightly juſt, 
Whatever I ſhall think. 
Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country! 
Great tyranny, lay thou thy baſis ſure, 
For goodneſs dares not check thee ! 
Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'ſt, 
For the whole ſpace that's in the tyrant's graſp, 
And the rich Eaſt to boot. - 
Mal. Be not offended : 
I ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you. 
T think, our country finks beneath the yoke; 
It weeps, it bleeds; and each new day a gaſh 
Is added to her wounds: I think, withal, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right; 
And here, from gracious Edward, have ] offer 
Of goodly thouſands : but, for all this, 
When I ſhall tread upon the tyrant's head, 
Or wear it on my ſword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 
More ſuffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 
By him that ſhall ſucceed. | 
MHacd. What ſhould he be? 
Mal. It is myſelf I mean: in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice fo grafted, 
That, wnen they ſhall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will ſeem as pure as ſnow; and the poor ſtate - 
Efteem him as a lamb, being compar'd 
With my confineleſs harms. 
Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd, 
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In evils, to top Macbeth, 
Mal. J grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful; 
But there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuouſneſs: 
The king- becoming graces, 
As juſtice, verity, temperance, ſtableneſs, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
J have no reliſh of them; but abound 
In the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, 


Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould 


Pour the ſweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the univerfal peace, confound 


All unity on earth. | 

Macd. Oh, Scotland! Scotland! 
Mat. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak. 
MHacd. Fit to govern! 
No, not to live.— O nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-ſcepter'd, _ 
When ſhalt thou fee thy wholeſome days again, 
Since that the trueſt iſſue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction ſtands accurs'd, 
And does blaſpheme his breed? — Thy royal father 
Was a moſt ſainted king; the queen, that bore thee, 
Oſtner upon her knees than on her feet, 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Fare thee well! 
Thefe evils, thou repeat'ſt upon thyſelt, 
Have banifh'd me from Scotland. O, my breaſt, 
Thy hope ends here! 

Mal. Macduff, this noble paſſion, 


Cdild of integrity, hath from my ſoul 


Wip'd the black ſcruples, reconciPd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour; Deviliſh Macbeth 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 

Into his power; and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte : but Heaven above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 


put myſelf to thy direction, and 5 


Unſpeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames ] laid upon myſelf, 

For ftrangers to my nature What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor couutry's, to command; 


Whither, indced, before thy here approach, 


Old 
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Old Siward, with ten thouſand warlike men, 
All ready at a point, was ſetting forth: ö 
Now we'll together; and the chance, O goodneſs, 
Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you ſilent! 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once, 
*Tis hard to reconcile. See, who comes here ? X 
Hal. My countryman; but yet I know him not. 


Enter Roſſe. 


Macd. My ever- gentle couſin, welcome hither. 
Mal. T know him now: good Heaven, betimes remove 
The means that make us ſtrangers ! 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. | 
Macd, Stands Scotland where it did? 
RoſJe. Alas, poor country ; 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf ! it cannot 3 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave: where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile ; 
Where fighs, and groans, and ſhrieks that rent the air, 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A modern ecſtacy: the dead man's knel! 
Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for who; and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or ere they ſicken. 
Macd. O, relation, 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Hal. What is the neweſt grief? 
Raſſe. That of an hour's age doth hiſs the ſpeaker; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
MHacd. How does my wife ? 
Roſſe. Why, well. 
Macd. And all my children? 
Roſje. Well too. 
Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace? | 
Roſſe. No; they were well at peace, when I did leave them. 
Aacd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech; how goes it? i 
Roſje. When | came hither to tranſport the tidings, "| 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour [ 
Of many worthy fellows that were out; 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather, 
For that I ſaw the tyrant's power a-foot: 
Now is the time.of help; your eye in Scotland 
Would create ſoldiers, make our women fight, 
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To doff their dire diſtreſſes, 
Mal. Be it their comfort, | 
We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Si ward, and ten thouſand men, 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 

Raſſe. Would I could anſwer 

This comfort with the like! But I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in the deſert air, 
Where hearing ſhould not latch them. 
Macd. What concern they? 

The general cauſe? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? 

Raſſe. No mind, that's honeſt, 

But in it ſhares ſome woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. | 

Macd. If it be mine, | | 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Roſje. Let not ano ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt ſound, 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Humph! I guels at it. 

Roſſe. Your caſtle is ſurpriz'd ; your wife, and babes, 
Savagely ſlaughter'd: to relate the manner, | 
Were, on the quarry of theſe murder'd deer, 

To add the death of you. 

Mal. Merciful heaven. 

What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows; 
Give ſorrow words: the grief, that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break, 

Macd. My children too? | 

Roſſe. Wife, children, ſervants, all 
That could be found. | 

Macd. And TI muſt be from thence ! 

My wife kill'd too! 

RojJe. T have ſaid. - 

Mal. Be comforted : | 
Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. = | 

Macd. He has no children.— All my pretty ones? 
Did you ſay, all 7— Ob, hell-kite — All? 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one ſell ſwoop ? + | 5 
2 Mal. 
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Mad. Diſpute it like a man. 

. Macd, | ſhall do ſo; 

But I muſt alſo feel it as a man: 
cannot but remember ſuch things were . 
That were moſt precious to me. Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 

They were all ſtruck for thee | naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell ſlaughter on their ſouls. | 

Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword: let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart : enrage it. 

_ Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue But, gentle heaven, 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion ; front to front, 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myſelf ; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him; if he ſcape, 
Heaven, forgi ve him too Exeunt. 


— SZ EI — ran 
A Room in MackETRH's CASTLE, AT DUNSINANE; 


Enter a Phyſician and a Waiting Gentlewoman. 


N 1 Have two nights watch'd with you, but can per- 
deive no truth in your report. When was it ſhe laſt walk' d? 
Gent. Since his majeſty went into the field, J have ſeen 
her riſe from her bed, throw her night-gown upon her, unlock 
her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon it, read it, af- 
terwards ſeal it, and again return to bed; yet all this while in 
a moſt faſt ſleep. | | | 
Phy. What, at any time, have you heard her ſay ? 
Gent, That, Sir, which I ſhall not report after her. 
Phy. You may, to me; and *tis moſt meet you ſhould. 
Gent, Neither to you, nor any one; having no witneſs to: 
confirm my ſpeech. | 
| Enter Lady Macbeth, with a Taper. 
Lo you, here ſhe comes! This is her very guiſe ; and, upon 
my life, faft aſleep. . 5 
Phy. How came ſhe by that light? _ 
Gent, Why it ſtood by her: ſhe has a light by her contin- 
ually; tis her command, | 
| G Phy, 
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Phy. You ſee, her eyes are open. 

Gent, Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut. 

Phy. What is it ſhe does now ? Look, how ſhe hs her 
hands. 

Gent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her, to hh thus 
waſhing her hands; I have known her continue in this a 


quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here's a ſpot. 

Phy. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. 

Lady Out, damned ſpot! out, Iſay!—One; Two; Why, 
then *tis time to do't:—Hell is murky;—Fie, my lord, fie! 
ſoldier, and afear d? what need we fear who knows it, hw | 
none can call our power to account?— Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have had ſo much blood in him ? 

Phy. Do you mark that? 

Take The thane of Fife had a wife; where is ſhe now ?— _ - 
What, will theſe hands ne'er be clean ?—No moie o'that my 
lord, no more o' that: you mar all with this ſtarting 

Phy. Go to, go to; you have known what you ſhould not. 

Gent. She has ſpoke wh t ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure of 
that: heaven knows what ſhe has known. | 

Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill : all the perfumes 
of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. Oh! oh! oh! 
Phy. What a ſigh is there? The heart is ſorely charg'd. 

Gent, I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, for the 
dignity of the whole body. | 

Lady. Waſh your hands, put on your night-gown; look 
not ſo . I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; he can- 
not come out of his grave. . 


Phy. Even fo? 
Lady. To bed, to bed ; there's knocking at the gate. Come, 


"OT come, come, give me your hand ; what's done, cannot 
be undone: To bed, to bed, to bed. Exit _ Macbeth. 
Phy. Will ſhe go now to bed? | 
Gent. Directly. 
Py. More needs ſhe the divine, than the phyſician, 
Look after her ; z | 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And ſtill keep eyes upon her,— 


Good heaven, forgive us all. E xeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
A Couxr of Macsgrn's CASTLE AT DUNSINANE, 
Flourzſh. Enter Macbeth, Officers, and Soldiers. 


Mac. Bring me no more reports; let them fly all: 
Til Birnam wood remove to Dunſinang, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not born of woman? The ſpirits that know 
All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus: 
Fear no. Macbeth; no man, that's born of woman, 
Shall & er have power upon thee, Then fly, falſe thanes, 
And mingle with the Engliſh epicures : 
The mind I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſagg witn doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


Enter an Officer. 


The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd loon ! 
Where got'ſt thou that gooſe look? | 

Of. There is ten thouſand— 

Mac. Geeſe, villian? 

OF. Soldiers, Sir. 

Mac. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What ſoldiers, patch? 
Death of thy ſoul, thoſe linen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What foldiers, whey-face? 

Of. The Englith force, fo pleaſe you. 

Mac. Take thy face hence, — - Exit Officer, 
Seyton II am fick at heart, | 
When [ behold—Seyton, I fay ! —This puſh 
Will cheer me ever, or diſſeat me now. 

I have liv'd long enough: my way of life 

Is fallen into the ſear, the yellow leaf: 

And that which ſhould accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I muſt not look to have ; but, in their ſtead, 

Curſes, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 


Seyton | — | 
S Enter Seyton. 
Sey. What is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Mac What news more ? 


Sey. All is confum'd, my lord, which was reported. 
| G2 Mac, 


EL TIED - 
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Mac. ll fight, till from my bones my gen be hack*d. 


Send gut more horſes, {kirr the c untry round ; 
Hang thoſe that talk of fear. Zxeunt Seyton & Officer. 


Enter Phyſician. 


How does your patient, doctor? 

Phy. Not ſo fick, my lord, 
As ſbe is troubled with thick-coming fancies, 
| That keep her from her reſt. 

Mac. Cure b ner of that: 
Canſt thou not minifter to a mind diſeas'd; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorroẽc-,; 
Raze out the written troubles of the 8 ; 
And, with ſome ſweet oblivious antidote, 
| Cleanſe the foul boſom of that perilous ſtuff, 
Which weigas upon the heart ? 

Phy. Therein the patient 
Muſt miniſter to himſelf. c 

Mac. Throw phyſic to the dogs, PII none of it.— 


Re-enter Seyton. 
Give me my ſtaff 
Seyton ſend © out. Dector, the thanes fly from me.— 
If thou could'ſt, doctor, caſt 
The water of my land, find her diſeaſe, 
And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health, 
I would applaud tnee to the very echo, 
That ſhould applaud again. — 
What rhuburb, ſenna, or what purgative drug, 
Would ſcour theſe Engliſh hence ? Heareſt thou of them ? 
Phy. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear ſomething. 
Mac. Bring my arms after me.— 
I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
Till Birnam foreſt come to Dunſinane. Flouriſb. Exeunt. 


— — 


SCENE III. 
TRE OPEN Covxrxv. | 
web, Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Lenox, 
FE | Roſſe, and S. 


Mal. Couſins, J hope, the 8 are near at hand, 


That chambers will be ſafe. Macd. 
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Macd. We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us? 

Len. The wood of- Birnam. | 

Mal. Let every ſoldier hew him down a bou zh, 
And bear't before him; thereby mall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our hott, and make diſcovery 
Err in report of us. 
Len. It ſhall be done. 

R,/7: Wie learn no other, but the conſident tyrant 
Keens ſtill in Quntinzne, aud will endure 
Our ſetting down before't. 

Hard. * Tis his main hope: 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leis have given him the revolt; 
And none ferve aich him but conſtrained things, 
W hole hearts are abſent too. 

Sit. Let our juſt cenfures 
Attend the trus gent, and put we on 
Induſtrious ſoldierſhip. 

Mad. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
Wat we thi! lay we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts ſneculative their unſure hopes relate; 
But certain iſſue ſtrokes mutt arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war. March. Exeunt, 


SCENE-<F. 


A Court in MacBeTH's CASTLE, AT DUNSINANE. 
Flourifh. Enter Macbeth, Seyton, Oicers, and Soldiers. 


Mac. Hang out our banners on the outward walls: 
The cry is ſtill, They come : Our caſtle's ſtrength, 
Will laugh a ftege to ſcorn: here let them lie, 
Till famine and the ague eat them up: 
Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them back ward home. A cry within, of women. 
Mhat is that noiſe? 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. Exit * 
8 3 K 7 : _ Co 


$4 MACBETH. 


Mac. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears: 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek; and my fell of hair 
Would at a difmal treatiſe rouſe, and ſtir 
As life were in't: I have ſupt full with horrors; 
Direneſs, familiar to my ſlaught'rous thoughts, 
Cannot once ſtart me. | 

| = Re-enter Seyton. 
Wherefore was that cry ? | 

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 

Mac. She ſhould have died bereafter; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt fyllable ot recorded time; , 

And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 

The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle ? 
Life's but a walking ſhadow ; a poor player, 
That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, 

And then is heard no more: it is a tale 

Told by an ideot, full of ſound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. — | 


Enter an Officer. 


Thou com'f to uſe thy tongue; thy tory quickly 
Of:. Gracious my Lord, 
I ſhould report that which 1 fay I faw, 
But know not how ta do it. 
Mac. Well, ſay, Sir. 
Offi. As TI did ſtand my watch upon the hill, 
T look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to moye, * 
Mac. Liar, and ſlave! 
Of. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not ſo. 
Within this three mile may you ſee it coming; 
I ſay a moving grove. c 
Mac. If thou ſpeak'ſt falſe, 
Upon the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive, 
Till famine cling thee : if thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
J care not if thou do'ſt for me as much. 
J pull in reſolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, > 
That lies like truth: Fear not, till Birnam wood, 


* 


— — — — — — YR Senn, Yrs. 
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Do come to Du nſinane— and now a wood 

Comes toward Dunſinane. - Arm, arm, and out! 

If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I'gin to be a-weary of the ſun, i 
And wiſh the eſtate o' the world were now undone, — 
Ring the alarum bell: — Blow, wind! come wrack! 
At leaſt we'll die with harneſs on our back, 


F. louriſh. Exeunt. 
5 


SCENE V. 


A PLAIN BZ TORE Maczzrn's Cas TLE, AT DUNSINANE. 


March. Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Lenox, Roſſe, 
and their Army, with Boughs. 


Mal. Now near enough; your leavy ſcrens throw down, 
And ſhew like thoſe you are :— You, worthy uncle, 
Lead our firft battle: worthy Macduff, and we, 
Shall take upon us what elie remains to do, 
According to our older. 

Len, This way, my lord, the caftle's gently render'd. 

Siu. Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make ali our trumpets, ſpeak; give them all breath, 
Thoſe clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

Exeunt. Alarums, 


| SCENE+«» FL 
A Couxr IN MacBeTH's CASTLE AT DUNSINANE. | 


 Alarums, Euter Macbeth. 
Mac. They have ty'd me to a ſtake; | cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, [ muſt fizht the courſe. — What's tie, 
That was not born of woman? Such a one | 
Am l to fear, or none. Exit. Alar ums. 
| Enter Macduff. 


Macd. That way the noiſe is: T yrant, ſhew thy face; 
If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
„15 


Hac. Why ſhould I play the Roman fool, and die 


On mine own ſword ? whiles I ſee lives, the 


Do better upon them. 


Macd. 
Mac. 


Macd. 


Mac. 


Mascdl. 


Aac 


Macd* 
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Re-enter Macbeth. 


Ne- enter Macduff. 


Turn, hell-hound, turn. 
Of all men elſe I have avoided thee: 


] have no words, 


My voice is in my ſword; thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out! 


Thou loſeſt labour. 5 


As eaſy may'ſt thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Let fall tay blade on vulnerable creſts ; 

J bear a charmed life, which mutt not yieid 
To one of woman born, 


Deſpair thy charm; 


And let tie angel, which thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd, 
Tell thee, Macduf was from his mother's Womb 


Untimely ripp'd. 


Accurſcd be that tongue that tells 


For it hath co d my better part of man! 
And be theſe juggling fiends no more believ'd. 
4 hat palter with us in a double ſenſe; 1” 
That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to hour ope.— I'll not fight with thee; 


Fhen yield th e, coward, 


And live to be the ſhew and gaze o whe time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 


Exit. 


My wife and children's ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 
J cannot ſtrike at wretched kernes, whoſe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves; 
Or elſe my {word, with an unbatter'd edge, 
J ſheath again undeeded. 

Let me find him, fortune ! 


And mo:e I beg not: 


either thou, Macbeth; | 


CI 


Gaines 


S 


But get thee back, wy foul is two much charg 'd 
With blood of thine already. 


fight. 


me ſo, 


Aloriunis. 


Jiruihs 


Painted 
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Painted upon a pole; and under writ, 
Here may you * the tyrant, 

Mac. I'll not yield. | 
To kiſs the ground before young Malcolm's feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble's curie. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunſinane, 
And thou opos'd. being of no woman born, 
Vet I will try the laſt: Lay on Macduff, 
And damn'd be him that firſt cries, Hold enough. 


Alarum. They Fight, Macbeth falls, 


Mac. Tis done! the ſcene of life will quickly cloſe, 
Ambition's vain deluſive dreams are fled, 
And now I wake to darkneſs, guilt and horror; 
] cannot bear it! let me ſhake it off ——— 
It will not be; my ſoul is clog'd with blood 
I cannot rife! I dare not aſk for mercy ———— 
It is too late, hell drags me down; I fink, 8 
I ſink, —my ſoul is loſt for ever !—=Oh 1—Oh !—- Die, 


Flouriſh. Enter Malcolm, Roſſe, Lenox, Siward, 
| and Soldiers. 


Macd. Hail, King! for ſo thou art: the time is free: 
I ſee thee compaſs'd with thy kingdom's pearl, 
That fpeak my ſalutation in their minds; 
_ Whoſe voices I defire aloud with mine,— 
Hail, King of Scotland! 


All. King of Scotland, hail! Flourifh. 


Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your ſeveral loves, 
And make us even with you. My thanes and kinſmen, 
Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 
In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We will perform in meaſure, time, and place: 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to ſee us crown'dat Scone, 


Exeunt. Flourifh. 


THE END. 


— ” 
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